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Barry for loading, to take the place of an unready
sister-ship ; and Macandrew, of whom I have had
much experience, would be active, critical of what
a dog must put up with in life, and altogether
unfit for intimate, amiable, and reminiscent
conversation. Yet I wanted to see him again
before he left, and went past the Board of Trade
office hoping for signs of the Medea, for I
had heard she was assembliug a crew that
morning.

But the marine-store shops, with their tarpaulin
suits hanging outside open-armed and oscillating,
looked across to the men lounging against the
shipping office railings, and the idlers stared across
at the tarpaulins. It did not appear to be a place
where anything was destined to happen. It
merely looked like rain.

Macandrew might be inside with his crowd of
firemen and greasers. Behind the brass grille
there a clerk, solitary and absorbed in his duty,
bent over a pile of ships' articles, and presented to
the seamen in the public space beyond him only
the featureless shire of a bald head. The seamen,
scattered about In groups, shabby and listless, with
a few of their officers among them, were as sombre